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Full 


Moon 


Strange  things  happen  during  a summer  lull  moon. 

Each  time  lasts  a few  hours  but  some  say  it  ends  too  soon, 
One  of  few  rare  times  when  fantasy  and  reality  embrace, 
And  dreams  always  transcend  both  time  and  space. 


Princes  come  calling  and  maidens  swoon. 

Elves  dance  around  fires  and  sing  ancient  runes, 
Two  fireflies  duck  and  weave  as  they  race, 

While  a frog  calls  out  in  his  deafening  bass. 


Bandits  hold  secret  meetings  in  the  desert  dunes, 
Entities  travel,  all  the  way  from  Neptune, 

Epic  battles  are  fought,  far  out  in  space, 

Still  while  vampires  stalk  in  a dark  deep  place. 

All  cares  float  away  as  though  tied  to  a balloon, 

Sirens  and  mermaids  sing  in  their  hidden  lagoon, 
Craftsmen  find  the  perfect  pattern  for  a vase, 

A queen  rides  by  on  her  horse  with  exceptional  grace. 


Young  children  fall  asleep  to  their  mothers’ croons, 

And  older  children  sleep  not  to  wake  until  noon, 

Detectives  strive  for  the  best  way  to  open  a ticking  case, 

As  gamblers  are  delighted  to  find  each  of  their  cards  an  ace. 


Musicians  try  tirelessly  to  get  their  instruments  in  tune, 
Fairies  go  swimming  and  dive  into  puddles  like  loons, 

A smile  and  hope  spread  over  a captive  damsel’s  face, 
Even  as  her  young  knight  trips  in  his  chivalrous  haste. 


As  the  months  cool  and  get  farther  and  farther  from  June, 

And  the  remaining  time  for  summer’s  lunar  sphere  is  strewn, 

The  full  moon’s  glow,  much  less  light  than  it  is  lace, 

Will  disappear  at  dawn  till  the  next  year,  not  leaving  a trace. 

Strange  things  happen  during  a summer  full  moon, 

Each  time  lasts  a few  hours  but  some  say  it  ends  too  soon, 
One  of  few  rare  times  when  fantasy  and  reality  embrace, 
And  dreams  always  transcend  both  time  and  space. 
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\nd  here's  to  you,  Mrs.  Robinson,  Jesus  lores  you  more  than  you  will  know,  woab  woah  woah.  God  bless  you 
please,  Mrs  Robinson,  beat  en  holds  a place  for  those  who  pray,  bey  hey  hey,  hey  hey  hey... 

Date:  10.  Feb.  2005 
Time:  7:55  AM 

Countdown  to  impending  doom:  15  minutes 

The  singing  of  our  Nervous  Song,  Simon  and  Garfunkel’s  “Mrs.  Robinson,”  commences.  Bart  is  going  to  die. 
We  are  going  to  fail. The  world  is  ending. 

As  Abb)  and  I pass  the  other  hundreds  of  kiddies  beginning  another  normal  day  at  BLS,  we  look  at  their 
faces.  None  of  them  have  the  same  terrified  expression  of  impending  doom  as  we  do.  No  one  else  is  scared  that 
his  or  her  rubber  band  bungee  cord  is  going  to  fail  and  let  his  egg  break. As  we  clutch  each  others  hands  tightly 
and  scuttle  off  to  physics  class,  we  come  to  the  same  conclusion:  our  darling  egg,  Bartholomew  III,  Esq.,  is  going 
to  plummet  to  his  horrendous  death  and  die. 

Date:  10.  Feb.  2005 
Time:  7:59  AM 

Countdown  to  impending  doom:  11  minutes 

Alas,  wc  arrive  at  our  much-loved  physics  class,  home  to  a lot  of  anguish  and  really  bad  puns.  We  are 
given  five  minutes  to  put  our  egg  in  a plastic  baggie  and  attach  the  bag  to  our  bungee  cord.  As  if  the  grim  reaper 
of  eggs  was  watching  over  the  class,  ready  to  take  our  eggs,  another  group’s  egg  slipped  from  their  clutch  and 
cracked  on  the  table.  A unique  blend  of  pity  and  relief  invades  me. 

“Wow,  that  sucks. We  aren’t  even  in  the  gravity  lab  yet.  Glad  it  wasn’t  our  egg,”  I say,  giddy  that  I wasn't  the 
clumsiest  one  in  the  room. 

As  if  that  was  the  cue  for  the  guillotine  blade  to  fall,  Bartholomew  III,  Esq.,  our  egg,  slips  from  my  fingers 
and  lightly  taps  the  table,  thereby  receiving  the  smallest  of  cracks.  If  French  baguettes  were  at  hand,  group  mates 
Abby  and  Mike  would  beat  me  with  the  crusty  bread  for  my  stupidity.  Instead,  I am  saved  the  trouble  of  washing 
breadcrumbs  out  of  my  hair  by  enduring  simultaneous  death  glares  from  both  of  them.  Whimpering,  I relinquish 
hold  of  Bartholomew  to  Abby.  I am  not  to  be  trusted  with  the  handling  of  our  egg  at  the  moment. 

Date:  10.  Feb.  2005 
Time:  805  hours 

Countdown  to  impending  doom:  5 minutes 

Cool  air  hits  our  face  as  we  stop  into  the  Doom  Chamber — also  known  as  the  Gravity  Lab. Abby  and  I 
are  now  shaking  and  singing  Mrs.  Robinson”  with  extreme  anxiety.  If  our  bungee  cord  fails  and  our  egg  either 
doesn't  come  close  enough  to  the  ground  or  hits  the  ground,  then  not  only  would  our  grade  suffer,  Bartholomew 
might  die!  This  is  the  egg  for  which  Abby  and  I sacrificed  two  and  a half  hours  after  school  to  try  and  build  a 
bungee  cord  out  of  flimsy  rubber  bands!  This  egg  taught  us  how  protective  blue  jays  feel  when  they  lay  eggs. 


The 


Register 


(People  tell  me  that  blue  jays  are  protective  about  their  eggs.  Please,  if  you  know  of  other  animals  that  are 
protective  as  well,  enlighten  me.) 

The  order  in  which  the  groups  will  drop  their  egg  is  announced  as  we  look  over  the  rail  at  the  ten  meter 
fall  that  Bartholomew  is  subject  to. We  are  second. The  first  group  stands  leaning  over  the  railing.  One  is  holding 
the  egg. Another  is  holding  one  end  of  the  bungee  cord.  Bombs  away  The  egg  soars  down  until  the  bungee  cord 
snaps  the  egg  back  up  after  it  falls  a little  over  nine  meters. Applause  erupts  as  our  teacher  calls  out  the  result. 

Our  turn.  Oh  boy.Abby  is  holding  our  egg.  I am  holding  the  bungee  cord.  Mike  is  standing  at  the  bottom 
of  the  stairs,  holding  the  meter  stick  that  will  record  how  close  Bartholomew  comes  to  the  ground.  He  avoids  eye 
contact,  though  it’s  hard  to  make  eye  contact  when  it’s  dark  and  you’re  ten  meters  away.Abby  and  I take  a deep 
breath. “Ready?” she  asks.  I nod. “3 ...2...1 !” 
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Date:  10.  Feb.  2005 

Time:  811  hours 

THE  SUN  IS  COMING  OUT 

Silence. We  are  stunned. We  cannot  believe  it.  We  move  to  the  side  so  others  can  do  their  drops,  still  in 
utter  astonishment. This  isn’t  ecstasy.This  is  better  than  ecstasy.  Bartholomew  not  only  didn’t  die  by  smashing  his 
head  (which  is  his  body)  into  the  floor,  he  stopped  about  an  inch  and  a half  away  from  the  floor.  1 look  down  at 
our  beloved  Bartholomew  and  discover  that  he  is  slowly  dying  from  Brain  Juice  Leakage.  He  risked  his  life  for  our 
grade,  and  he  paid  dearly. 

We  must  pay  proper  tribute  to  our  brave  and  wonderful  egg,  so  we  can  start  to  sing  as  we  lower  him  into 
the  trash  barrel. 

God  bless  you  please,  Bartholomew  III,  heaven  holds  a place  for  those  who  pay  hey  he)'  hey,  hey  hey  hey... 


Date:  10.  Feb.  2005 
Time:  810  hours 
DOOM  IS  UPON  US 

Bartholomew  falls  majestically  to  the  ground.  He  drops  lower  and  lower  and  lower  and  lower  and  lower... 
NO!  He’s  going  to  hit  the  ground!  My  head  screams.  But  then  up  Bartholomew  bounces,  accompanied  with  some 
scattered  applause.  Did  he  hit  the  ground?  1 wonder.  “1  heard  a crack,  ” Abby  says  in  an  almost-whimper. 

Pulling  up  our  Bartholomew,  we  yell  down  to  our  teacher  to  tell  us  if  our  egg  broke.  Upon  hearing  that 
glorious  NO, Abby  and  I scream  with  absolute  ecstasy...  and  then  our  egg  hits  the  stairs  below  us  and  breaks. 
Reeling  Bartholomew  up,  I find  that  he  has  a small  crack  in  his  head,  but  he  is  not  bleeding. Abby  and  I fly  down 
the  stairs  to  the  bottom  and  halt  in  front  of  our  teacher.  With  his  six  foot,  two  inch  frame  hovering  over  our  short 
selves,  we  look  at  him  expectantly. We  stand  like  this  for  some  time. 

“Well,”  I demand, “How  close  did  he  get?” 

“Less  than  five  centimeters.”  He  nods  vigorously. 


Stephan ie  Chan,  ‘J'J'J 
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i sat  in  despair 
but  i felt  a small  breeze 
your  little  wings 
they  brushed  against  my  cheek 


i walked,  lonely 
down  that  same  path 
i saw  movement 
a flicker  of  hope  filled  me 


i walked  down  a dead  path 
but  i wasn’t  alone 
your  presence  was  near 
i could  feel  it 


the  light  on  the  candle  disappeared 
i watched  the  leaf  float  gently 
to  the  ground 
it  landed,  next  to  you 


through  my  sadness  and  troubles 
you  fluttered  to  my  side 
through  my  happiness  and  joy 
you  fluttered  by  my  side 


i picked  you  up,  you  lay 
upon  my  palms,  i finally  found  you 
now  with  your  soft  wings  covered 
the  earth  shall  keep  you  warm 


but  one  day 
you  were  no  where  to  be  found 
i sat  patiently,  you  didn’t  come. 

i was  alone 

waiting  and  waiting 
you  never  came,i  needed  you 
tears  flowed  silently  down  my  cheek 
i wondered: “where  did  you  go?” 


vr  Steph,  because... 


i stood  silently,  my  cheek  tickled 
warmth  caressed  me,  walking  down  the 
path 

i smiled,  i realized 
i was  never  alone 

the  faint  breeze  continued  to  tickle 
“until  we  meet  again, 
my  dear  butterfly,” 
i whispered  ^ 


For  Steph,  because  I cry  whenever  it  rains. 

Memories  of  you  are  fresh  on  my  mind, 

Unsullied  like  the  roses  on  your  grave. 

Although  the  flowers  will  soon  wither  and  die, 

The  love  you  left  will  be  eternally  saved. 

Your  name  in  my  heart  remains  engraved  evermore, 
Because  f miss  you. 

I can  still  hear  your  laughter. 

I can  still  see  your  smile. 

I can  still  feel  your  warmth. 


Why  couldn’t  you  stay  awhile? 

Why  didn’t  you  stay  just  a little  while  longer? 
Because  I miss  you. 

Countless  treasured  memories  link  us 
From  mind  to  mind,  from  heart  to  heart. 

No  matter  how  far  the  wind  carries  your  ashes, 
We  re  together,  soul  to  soul;  we  ll  never  part. 

You’ll  always  he  a part  of  me, 

Because  I miss  you. 


~ Jessica  Tan,  Tl‘l 
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Helium 

First  of  Group  Eighteen 

Rare  and  light,  filling  balloon 
Can  make  voice  squeaky 


Neon 

Luminous  nightlife 
The  prince  of  noble  gases 
Reddish-orange  glow 


Magnesium 

Thin  brittle  ribbon 

Creates  bright  light  over  flames 
Look  but  do  not  touch 


~ Yuconcj  ‘Ma, ']'] 
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Having  unclean  streets  is  like  a fashion  statement  there 
The  currency  itself  couldn’t  buy  a cookie  in  another  country 
Driving  is  nearly  impossible  in  the  human-stuffed  capital 
Children  have  stopped  dreaming  there 

Instead  they  pray  to  find  a crumb  to  put  in  their  air-filled  stomachs 

They  focus  on  surviving  for  one  more  day 

The  government  is  helpless 

Just  like  a mother  unable  to  support  her  child 

She  can’t  provide  food,  shelter,  or  protection  and  slowly  her  kid  loses  faith 

Through  this  misery  there  are  still  signs  of  hope 

Tears  from  mothers  are  drying  up 

Music  booms  out  from  radios  throughout  the  street 

The  kids  still  play 

Yes!  Ihcy  are  still  able  to  be  children 

Merchants  still  beam  at  the  sale  of  their  juicy  sweet  mangoes 
The  fritay  sells  quick,  quicker  than  a platinum  album  still 
Places  like  Champs  dc  Mars  and  Moulin  sur  Mer  are  still  beautiful 
Haiti  is  a work  of  art  in  progress 

Its  beauty  shines  like  a candle  being  brought  out  from  under  a table 

Haiti  is  beautiful,  too  beautiful 

But  they  would  have  11s  think  it  is  beautifully  ugly 


-‘l^latanacllc  Orisma,  ‘VI 
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1 lie  forest  was  beautiful  at  this  time  of  year,  lhc  trees  were  softly  swaying  in  the  gentle  breeze,  birds 
gossiping  amongst  themselves,  small  animals  dancing  and  hurrying  about  gleefully  in  their  normal  acts  of  survival. 

I he  forest  was  peaceful,  serene,  an  environment  of  safety  and  comfort...  At  least  for  the  moment. 

Ihey  were  cutting  down  the  forest  tomorrow,  obliterating  its  existence.  The  inhabitants  of  this  fateful  wood, 
the  mammals  and  the  birds,  both  raptor  and  songbird,  they  knew  this.  Even  the  great  elms  and  sycamores,  who  had 
lived  for  so  long,  yet  had  no  minds  to  think  and  ponder,  seemed  to  sense  the  impending  destruction  of  their  home. 

It's  not  right. 

I h is  scattered  fragment  of  thought,  this  tendril  of  stubborn  defiance,  shattered  the  gloom  and  the  pretended 
happiness  of  the  forest  and  its  creatures.  The  Hying  ones  stopped  their  clatter  and  song,  as  if  the  sounds  had  been 
physically  snatched  from  their  throats,  in  mid-utterance,  unfinished.  The  winds  faded  slowly,  their  eternal  ballet 
interrupted  by  the  one  being  who  had  the  unrecognized  power  to  draw  into  their  body  its  rhythms  and  patterns... 
And  for  the  being’s  sorrow,  all  forest  life  now  ceased  to  live  on  in  contentment. 

trees  stood  still,  the  wind  no  longer  rocking  their  branches,  their  sturdy  boughs  sagging,  like  a human’s 
limbs  would  in  grief  or  pity.  But  one  majestic  giant  stood  tall,  proud  in  its  duty  to  uplift  woe  and  dejection,  the 
sense  of  bereavement,  the  coming  of  demise,  and  to  show  to  all  the  sole  reason  it  kept  on  living. 

Only  one  arm  of  this  protector  faltered,  and  slipped  below  its  ongoing  and  self-righteous  stature.  For,  that 
being,  the  one  whose  emotions  had  disrupted  the  forest  and  woken  its  power  from  slumber,  roosted  there,  on  that 
dangerous  limb  so  daringly  high  in  the  oldest  tree  in  the  wood. 

The  being’s  intense,  jade  gaze  never  wavered  from  its  chosen  subject  of  so  much  defined  interest,  and  yet  so 
much  hatred.  The  lithe  figure  leaned  on  their  back  against  the  rough,  uneven  bark  of  the  one  oak  in  all  of  the  deep 
and  waving  ocean  of  trees  and  plant  life.  Long,  lean  legs  sprawled  out  gracefully  on  the  wood’s  toughened  surface, 
unscathed  and  delicate  as  the  azure  shells  of  the  robin’s  eggs  that  rested  on  one  level  below. 

It’s  not  right,’’  the  thought  stated  again.  But  this  time,  the  words  escaped  the  bittersweet  cranberry  lips.  The 
lips  that  acted  so  much  as  a barred  gate  to  the  emotions  twisting  and  writing  within  an  equally  twisted  and  writhing 
mind. 

It’s  not  justice.’  A black  silk  curtained  head  was  bowed  slowly  down  to  a slender  figure,  to  anyone  else  but 
the  forest  appearing  as  a gesture  of  defeat.  However,  the  forest  and  its  creatures  were  aware  of  the  steady  building 
of  pressure  that  welled  within  a troubled  human  heart,  and  even  the  air  particles  seemed  to  brace  themselves  for  the 
wrath  about  to  be  unleashed  into  their  midst. 

“Th  ey  can't  do  this  to  us!” 

The  harsh  sound  echoed  around  the  many  dimensions  and  chambers  that  belonged  to  the  forest’s  deadly 
labyrinth.  Though  of  course,  this  venting  of  rage  was  unheard  and  unnoticed  by  the  ones  whose  blame  it  was  to 
heed  to  its  command. 

A single  sob  escaped  the  human’s  mouth  and  a hawk  floated  awkwardly  up  to  the  occupied  branch.  Fhe 
raptor  dragged  behind  it  an  almost  completely  paralyzed  and  useless  wing,  and  rested  its  small  head  against  the 
human  girl’s  side.  A shaking  hand  soothingly  stroked  the  red-tail,  easing  its  nerves,  and  her  own. 

The  hawk  shifted  its  gaze  to  where  the  young  woman  eyes  were  glued.  Ihe  raptor  shuddered  in  disgust 
and  fear  and  jerked  away.  Intimidating  soot  shadows  were  cast  mere  feet  from  the  hidden  and  molted  entrance  to 
the  forest’s  domain.  These  shadows  came  from  metal  and  iron  giants  that  housed  humans  while  they  toiled  away  at 
paperwork  that,  in  another  form,  had  once  been  some  of  the  noble  trees  overlooking  the  wood.  Lone,  unpatterned 
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clearings  lay  scattered  about  the  forest  where  some  of  its  friends  had  been  taken  from  life  and  transformed  into  mere 
products  whose  only  purpose  was  to  create  a profit,  or  to  he  cast  aside  for  human  development. 

If  it  would  be  believed,  the  girl  once  lived  like  them,  the  beings  in  the  harsh,  prison-liked  buildings.  She’d 
used  sheets  of  paper,  made  from  the  trees  that  were  now  her  friends,  per  day  to  write  down  the  words  that  gave  her 
the  life  to  keep  surviving  in  the  terrible  place  they  called  a city.  But  it  had  been  a false  happiness.  So  she  has  escaped, 
and  run  to  the  forest  that  she  now  called  her  true  home.  She  had  been  living  in  this  free  yet  doomed  place  for  over 
a year  now,  and  would  never  wish  to  give  it  up.  However,  the  city  was  taking  the  forest,  not  caring  that  they  were 
leaving  her  friends,  the  trees  and  animals,  dead,  dying,  and  homeless. 

The  young  woman  hugged  the  hawk  to  her,  in  a trying  act  of  protection.  They  would  take  her  hawk  too.  A 
soft  cry  came  from  the  raptor’s  hooked  beak,  and  a single  tear  seeped  through  nature’s  own  eye,  and  landed  silently 
on  velvety  and  verdant  grass. 

The  human  woman  swallowed  more  tears,  forcing  down  emotions  that  seized  her  heart  in  its  vice.  This  grip 
took  her  innocent  heart  away,  into  its  incarnation,  and  wrung  and  squeezed  the  feeling  from  it,  ’til  at  last  all  that 
remained  was  a dark  and  hollow  void  where  a loving  soul  had  once  resided.  She  wouldn't  think  of  that,  wouldn't 
think  of  tomorrow  when  her  life  would  shatter  and  collapse  around  her.  For  this  destruction  to  leaver  her  again  to  /^<7 
flee  and  desert  the  one  home  that  had  accepted  her  for  who  she  was  and  had  not  tried  to  morph  her  into  a mindless, 
heartless  being  that’s  only  purpose  appeared  to  be  taking  from  the  earth. . .Ttking  and  never  giving  back 

The  forest’s  daughter  refused  to  succumb  to  that  insane  fear  of  fate.  That  fear  of  what  happened  when  life  pQ 
chose  the  wrong  path,  leaving  certain  ones  to  live  through  the  consequences,  and  survive  to  witness  the  world 
crumble  into  a wasteland  because  of  a single  mistake. 

The  young  woman  would  not  give  in  to  panic,  for  panic  led  to  wrong  decisions,  which  led  to  sorrow  and 
regret.  She  could  not  afford  that.  Regret  destroyed  a soul’s  willingness  to  live  on  and  learn  from  blunders.  The  girl 
would  be  strong,  and  wait  for  destiny  to  drift  her  about,  and  direct  her  to  the  home  where  she  would  stay,  now  and 
forever. 

“I  am  content  with  the  forest,”  whispered  the  spirit,  thinking  not  of  the  wood’s  animals  and  trees,  but  of  its 
soul,  which  was  eternal  and  undying,  “and  the  forest  is  content  with  me.  And  that’s  the  way  it  should  be,  for  now 
and  forevermore.” 

"And  that  is  the  way  it  will  be,  my  child.  ” 

~ ‘Patricia  Cahill,  VQ 


M 


he  Register 


Montage  for  a 


0 n e 


February  1 4th  21:34  EST 

She  is  sitting,  bent  over  a paper  that  has  been  carefully  covered  in 
red  markings,  moving  a sentence  here,  adding  a footnote  and  a phrase  there. 

She  stops  occasionally  to  eat  from  the  large  bag  of  M&Ms  by  her  side.  She  talks 
to  herself 

“Hi,  they  say.  What  are  you  doing  tonight?  Oh,  you  know  me,  just  working  2? 

on  my  thesis  paper.  Going  to  any  parties?  Yes,  I m such  a party  animal,  it’s  just  me  and 
my  stupid  chocolate  rocking  the  night  away!  Got  a date?  Well,  of  course.  Me  and  this 

goddamn  thesis  are  just  as  close  as  anything.  We  re  going  to  make  a real  night  of  it,  we  are.  ^ 

Damn.  Them.  All.” 

He  is  outside  her  apartment  building,  searching  lor  her  number  in  his  cellphone,  stomping 
his  feet  and  huddling  into  his  jacket  to  warm  himself  as  the  bitter  February  wind  whips  down  the  back 
alley.  He  calls  her. 

She  answers:  “Who  is  this?  Oh. ..right.  Well,  thanks  for  calling,  but  I’m  really  busy  so  maybe  not  tonight? 
Look,  I’m  sorry,  but  I’m  just  swamped.  I have  my  thesis  to  write,  and,  well...”  she  laughs.  “No,  I haven’t  known  my 
thesis  topic  since  I was  twelve. ..no,  honestly,  everyone  but  you  works  this  hard. ..oh.  They  don’t?  Right.  Okay.  Well, 
maybe  just  one  drink.  Yes,  only  one.  No.  No  dinner.  It  must  be  quick,  all  right,  I have  a lot  of  work. ..fine,  fine.  I’ll 
be  right  down.” 

February  14th  22:54  EST 

They  are  sitting  in  the  bar  just  down  the  road  from  his  apartment  and  she  is  playing  with  a Cosmopolitan. 
He  shows  her  how  he  can  tie  knots  in  cherry  stems  with  his  tongue,  and  she  laughs  because  it  seems  like  such  a girly 
thing  to  do.  She  talks  about  her  research,  and  he  tells  her  he’s  not  interested.  She  laughs  at  that,  too,  because  she’s 
drunk  too  much  already  and  she  can  feel  the  alcohol  buzzing  in  her  head,  making  her  happier  than  she  should  be. 
He  asks  her  if  she  maybe  wants  to  go  dancing,  go  to  a club.  She  says  she’s  not  dressed  properly,  and  that  she  really 
should  be  getting  home. 

He  tells  her  she’s  beautiful,  and  kisses  her. 

“February  15th  0:24  EST 

He  twirls  her  around  the  dance  floor,  and  she  has  forgotten  about  everything  but  him  and  her,  spinning  and 
dancing.  She  no  longer  has  to  go  home,  because  she  couldn’t  care  less  if  home  existed.  When  they  leave,  she  laughs 
and  clings  to  him,  and  kisses  him  all  the  way  up  the  stairs. 

February  1 5th  2:37 

Before  he  falls  asleep,  he  murmurs  indistinctly  into  her  ear.  She  hedges  her  bets  and  responds: 

“I  love  you  too.” 

She  stays  awake  all  night  wondering  if  this  was  the  right  thing  to  say. 

February  15th  19:56  EST 

“Hi. ..urn,  I guess. ..I’ve  not  got  much  to  say,  just. ..checking  in,  I suppose.  And  thanks  for  drinks  and... 
everything.  Yeah,  well  okay  that’s  all  for  now  bye...”  she  pauses.  And  here  I was  trying  to  be  different  from  all  the 
other  girls,  and  what  am  I?  She  considers.  The  same,  I guess.  Cue  sultry  voice,  ‘thanks  for  last  night,  baby.’  She 
coughs.  “Wow.  I have  a paper  to  do  or  I would  stay  and  talk  longer  to  the...Cellphoneansweringmachinenevermind. 
Right.  Fiat’s  all.  Love  you,  I guess.  Bye. 
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She  turns  on  her  radio,  and  is  delighted  to  hear  the  song  that  they  danced  to  the  night  before. 

‘-February  16th  1:45  ESI 

She  stays  aw  ake  all  night,  wondering  why  he  didn’t  return  her  call.  She  resolves  to  throw  herself  into  her 
work  until  he  calls. 


‘February  16th  1 1:13  ESI 

She  has  practically  forgotten  him.  She  has  thrown  herself  into  her  work  and  her  thesis  is  better  than  ever. 

W alking  across  campus,  she  thinks  she  sees  him  with  another  girl.  The  girl  is  laughing  and  clinging  to  his 
arm.  In  spite  of  herself,  she  walks  closer,  hiding  her  head  between  her  scarf  and  hat.  She  follows  them  off  campus, 
and  up  the  street  to  Starbucks.  When  he  turns  around,  she  hides  her  head  in  the  New  York  Times.  She  sits  behind 
them  in  the  cafe,  on  the  train,  walks  half  a block  behind  them  all  the  way  to  his  apartment.  She  is  sickened  by 
how  affectionate  he  is  to  the  other  girl.  She  can  barely  stand  to  watch  them  together,  but  it  never  crosses  her  mind 
to  walk  away. 

At  the  door  of  his  apartment,  he  asks  the  girl  if  she  wants  to  go  to  a play  that  night.  The  girls  protests  that 
she  has  nothing  to  wear.  He  laughs  and  tells  her  that  she’s  beautiful  anyway.  He  kisses  her. 

She  turns  her  face  away  from  the  scene  and  screams. 

February  24th  23:43  ES  I 

She  is  disgusted  with  herself,  and  with  him.  She  tears  tip  her  thesis  in  an  agony  of  frustration  and 
resentment.  She  vows  never  to  think  of  him  again.  She  throws  herself  into  bed,  ready  to  sleep  the  sleep  of  the 
righteous. 

February  25th  1 :29  EST 

“Hi,  me  again.  I was  just  wondering  what  you  were  up  to...” 

~ A nneke  Schwab,  ‘J'J 
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I am  lonely. 

I was  born  lonely. 

I am  best  so. 

W illiam  Carlos  Williams 

c 

t^Tiren  of  the  rocks,  I pass  my  daylight  seeking  the  sight  of  sails  belled  by  wind,  the  voices  of  oars 
stroking  the  waters  and  the  smell  of  human  flesh.  Every  waking  hour,  and  my  eyes  are  ones  that  never  close,  I 
feel  a lust  for  death  and  an  abhorrence  of  life.  Every  second  under  the  blazing  sun  and  salty  spray,  1 perch  on  the 
highest  peak  of  my  domain  of  jagged  rocks,  my  haven  of  sailors’  graves,  and  seek  to  cause  yet  more  destruction 
with  my  song.  As  I sing,  tears  start  in  my  eyes,  but  only  cling  to  the  lashes.  Never  falling,  for  1 cannot  weep.  It 
is  my  nature  to  annihilate,  my  fate  to  lure  the  unsuspecting  with  the  beauty  of  my  voice,  and  watch  them  dash 
their  brains  out  upon  my  rocks.  My  rocks  are  smooth,  but  glassy  and  sharp.  The  blood  is  licked  clean  by  the 
lapping  waves. 

I am  lonely. 

Every  time  a ship  splinters,  another  crack  splits  my  heart.  Each  time  I hear  the  groaning  of  wood,  and 
the  disbelieving  but  willing,  always  willing  even  unto  the  end,  calls  of  the  dying  as  they  see  their  doom  opening 
like  an  abyss  before  them,  my  mind  is  tortured. 

But  that  is  the  way  I am. 

I am  lonely.  I was  born  to  be  lonely. 

When  the  stars  merge  and  a herd  of  seals  holds  me  captive  on  the  rocks,  1 lift  my  head  back  and  open 
my  lips,  but  no  sound  is  uttered.  1 can  only  sing  to  destroy.  I cannot  even  speak,  and  my  anguish  festers  in  me 
like  a wound  that  can  never  heal.  Then,  salt  trickles  on  my  cheeks  and  gathers  at  my  collarbone,  but  it  is  cold, 
so  I think  it  is  only  seawater.  I am  who  I am,  and  that  is  Siren.  In  the  deepest  velour  of  night,  their  souls  come 
to  haunt  my  waking  dreams;  their  Hashing  eyes,  curling  hair,  hard  bodies  toned  and  bronzed.  In  the  darkness, 

I am  inunciated  with  the  memories  of  eons  of  death  and  destruction.  It  is  my  fate  and  it  is  my  bane.  Under  a 
cold  star,  my  soul  fills  like  a vase  with  the  lust  to  brand  their  flesh  with  my  lips,  my  mind  trapped  in  the  wild 
colors  of  lurid  dreams  as  night  saturates  my  pores.  At  dawn,  even  the  seals  must  leave  and  I am  left  with  cold 
rock  for  company.  The  splash  of  shifting  tides  chasing  a fickle  moon  relaxes  my  body,  but  cannot  wipe  away  my 
sorrow.  In  the  cold  wind  my  hair  wraps  around  me  like  lovers’  arms,  hushing  the  emotion  tearing  at  my  chest 
for  I love  them  all,  every  one-  but  like  a black  widow,  treacherously,  until  there  is  no  breath,  nobody  to  love. 

I am  lonely.  I was  born  to  be  lonely. 

1 am  best  so. 

For  I am  Siren,  predator  and  seductress  of  living  men,  and  I loved  every  one.  But  in  the  end,  when  love 
and  power  clash,  I confess: 
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/ cannot  resist  killing  them  with  my  song. 
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Don’t  want  to  leave, 

But  1 have  to  move  on. 

Don’t  want  to  go  forward, 
rhey’ll  all  be  gone. 

Different  paths  for  different  people, 

Different  roads  for  different  ways. 

Enter  with  a “ONE  WAY  SIGN,” 

And  travel  for  days  and  days. 

A one-way  street  with  no  turning  back. 

No  U-turns  or  parking  of  this  Cadillac. 

No  yield  sign,  no  stop  signs,  nor  railroads, 

Black  pavement  that  just  goes  and  goes. 

And  what  can  I do?  Can  I put  it  in  gear? 

If  you  think  about  it,  1 still  have  a year 

To  drive  this  car  till  the  end  of  her  days. 

Why  should  I worry?  Why?  Perche? 
Because  I m afraid,  that’s  the  bottom  line. 

Six  years  of  my  life  is  now  put  behind. 

I his  car  ride,  this  journey,  seems  almost  done. 

No  gas  in  the  tank,  and  money  - I have  none 


To  keep  this  car  going  so  steady 


For  that  transition  in  life  that  I ought  to  be  ready. 


And  everyone,  everything,  is  left  aside. 


Should  1 roll  down  the  window  and  say  goodbye? 
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under  the  shrouded  cold  dark- 
ness of  night,  she  could  come  do 
the  room  where  she  spent  her  sunless  days,  con 
walk  tree  through  the  silent  streets,  lhough  the  mist  had 
crept  down  from  the  sky  and  wrapped  its  fingers  around  the  earth, 
sheathing  the  world  in  vapory  gray  and  muting  the  light  of  the  streetlamps, 
she  could  still  see  the  faded  shop  signs  and  the  graffitied  walls  and  the  with 
ered  trees,  floating  dreamlike  at  her  through  the  fog.  Ihe  sight  of  them  made 
her  smile — the  sight  of  the  decrepit  landscape,  wretched  and  repulsive  to  those  w 
passed  hv  it  daily,  hut  extraordinary  to  her  who  saw  it  so  seldom. 

Then,  as  she  looked  at  rhe  faded  world,  the  memories  flowed  back  into  her 
mind — the  most  distant  memories,  of  golden  days  and  fresh,  wild  nights.  Talking  and 
laughing  in  the  cafe  with  Rachel  and  Jamie  and  Marian  until  the  sun  came  up  in  a dazzling 
eruption  of  light.  Swimming  out  iu  the  infinite  ocean,  recklessly,  racing  for  the  far  side,  racing 
for  the  horizon.  Watching  rhe  stars  come  out  one  by  one,  every  one  a whole  new  world  a million 
miles  away — imagine  that!  Finding  roses — roses! — on  the  doorstep,  adorned  with  cheesy  poetry 
but  no  sender’s  name.  Excitement,  romance,  adventure — those  were  things  she  used  to  know.  But 
she  was  here  now,  here  in  this  lonely  ethereal  landscape  of  hushed  shadows.  Why?  She  asked  herself 
with  a sudden  ache  in  her  chest,  feeling  the  suffocating  confines  of  her  existence — why  had  she  come? 
Could  she  remember  now,  after  so  long  a time?  i 

An  old  man  sat  slumbering  in  the  shadows  of  a storefront,  just  out  of  the  pool  of  light  cast  from 
the  nearest  lamp.  She  paused  now,  looked  at  him,  at  his  patched  coat,  his  worn-out  leather  shoes,  his 
ragged  beard,  at  the  laugh  lines  on  his  tanned,  wrinkled  face  and  the  rusty  can  that  he  kept  clutched 
close  to  his  side.  Ffow  many  times  had  she  seen  him  here,  asleep  like  this,  or  awake  though  the  night 
had  fallen?  She  could  see  him  as  a young  man,  in  days  long  past,  thoughtful  and  resourceful,  struggling 
with  misfortune,  cheerfully  hoping  for  better  times,  failing.  She  imagined  him  sitting  there  in  the 
daytime,  speaking  with  a chuckle  in  his  voice  and  a twinkle  in  his  eye,  his  chin  up,  humbly  proud 
pitying  only  those  who  pitied  him.  But  she  had  also  seen  him  at  night,  and  knew  how  he  some- 
times sat  there  through  the  long  hours,  alone  with  his  thoughts  and  memories,  speaking  queasily 
to  the  night  air,  dreadfully  aware  of  how  he  would  soon  pass  on  and  fade  away  echoless  in  the 
unmarked  wells  of  time.  For  now,  though,  he  lingered  here,  and  afterwards  he  would  linger  for  a 
while  longer,  in  her  thoughts.  But  even  those  would  eventually  be  gone.  For  she  too  was  a mere 
ghost,  an  older  shadow  of  her  former  self,  with  no  one  left  to  talk  to  but  the  silent  darkness  that 
swallowed  her  words  without  reply.  How  had  it  come  to  this? 

She  was  about  to  turn  her  gaze  away  and  move  on  when  another  figure  emerged  from 
shadows,  swiftly  knelt,  dipped  its  hand  into  the  old  man’s  can,  and  with  a metallic  rattle 
slipped  ghostlike  back  into  the  mist.  She  stood  agape  for 
a while  before  walking  numbly  on,  startled  but  not  really  surprised 
— she  had  seen  too  much  of  life  to  be  surprised  by  such  things. 

Tears  rose  abruptly  in  her  eyes,  blurring  the  world  like  a rain- 
streaked  window.  Had  the  thief  not  seen  the  man  at  all?  Had  he  not 
seen  the  painful  history  etched  on  his  face,  or  caught  a glimpse  of 
the  brave  smile  that  had  flickered  there  even  now? 

And  suddenly,  like  a slap  in  the  face, 
the  memories  hit  her. 
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Why  she  was  here,  walking  alone  under  the  cold  steel  sky. 

Her  fatal  weakness.  She  remembered  what  it  was  like.  How  every  gesture,  every  word,  every  twinkle 
of  anyone’s  eye  that  caught  her  notice  would  speak  to  her  emotion  and  her  imagination,  how  all  the  pains 
and  joys,  all  the  tribulations  and  triumphs  whose  memory  it  awakened  would  strike  her  heart  like  a gong  and 
make  a heartrending  sound  that  would  reverberate  in  her  mind  for  weeks.  But  nobody  ever  understood. 

The  memories  were  rushing  back... 

There  was  that  time  that  she  stood  empty-handed  at  Jaime’s  door,  stood  and  rang  the  bell.  He  came 
out,  with  an  eager  smile  on  his  lace,  expecting  what  she  had  promised  to  bring.  A smile  that  had  vanished 
when  he  saw  that  she  had  nothing.  How  could  you ? Some  woman  you  met  on  the  street l Some  random  stranger 
means  more  to  you  now  than  your  childhood  friend? 

She  shrank  Irom  his  rage.  A stranger  that  needed  it  more  than  you,  she  said,  leeling  hollow,  knowing  she 
had  betrayed  him.  But  seeing  still  in  her  mind  the  tears  ol  despair  in  the  eyes  ol  the  woman  who  had  begged 
her  lor  the  chance  to  save  her  brother  from  a short,  brutal  lile  shackled  to  illegal  drugs.  I thought  youd  under- 
stand. . . But  she  saw  Jaime  withdraw,  lace  hard  as  he  looked  at  her  lor  the  last  time.  / was  counting  on  your  help , 
you  know.  I need  to  get  ahead.  Don't  we  all?  It’s  a tough  world.  We  look  out  for  ourselves  and  our  friends. 

A tough  world.  I know. 

She  never  saw  Jaime  again. 

Then  there  was  the  time  that  that  hopelul  young  man  stood  in  her  office,  the  fluorescent  lighting 
grating  harshlv  on  his  well-worn  clothes  as  he  nervously  pleaded  his  case.  He  managed  with  leeble  success  to 
keep  his  face  even  and  his  voice  level,  but  his  hands  trembled  and  the  desperation  coming  oft  him  lelt  like 
heat  waves  off  a sun-scorched  radiator.  She  could  see  from  the  paper  in  Iront  ol  her  that  he  was  unlikely  to 
pay  back  what  he  wanted  to  borrow — but  she  gave  him  the  loan  anyway.  And  that  was  the  last  straw.  She 
was  fired  two  days  later,  rudely  cursed — something  about  always  gambling  the  bank’s  money  away.  She  sat 
numbly  in  the  employment  agency  for  a month,  kept  her  eyes  fixed  on  the  classified  ads;  but  all  she  could 
see  in  her  mind  were  the  children  that  had  gazed  out  at  her  every  time  she  looked  into  that  pleading  man’s 
eyes. 

And  so  it  was  for  everyone  she  met.  Always  she  was  an  inadvertent  partaker  in  emotions  not  meant 
to  be  shared.  She  vaguely  lamented  the  coldness  that  made  people  numb  and  grew  them  thick  skins  lor 
protection,  but  the  numbness  had  spread  to  her  too.  The  gong  in  her  heart  had  rung  so  noisily  as  to  deafen 
her  from  the  clamor  of  life.  hhe  golden  days  grew  dull  as  the  years  wore  on,  the  nights  stale.  Tired  ol  nurs- 
ing a constantly  sore  heart,  she  turned  away  Irom  human  beings  and  dropped  into  this  solitary,  threadbare 
existence  lar  from  the  ripples  of  other  souls.  And  so  here  she  was. 

The  sky  was  beginning  to  lighten  now  as  she  returned  Irom  her  memories,  turning  Irom  a bottomless 
black  to  an  intense  indigo.  As  she  walked  slowly  home,  the  mist  began  to  lilt,  leaving  a relreshing  dampness 
in  her  clothes  and  millions  of  tiny  droplets  ol  dew  in  the  grass  that  sparkled  like  momentary  Jewels,  even  in 
the  dark.  But  she  retreated  silently  to  her  stale,  colorless  room,  lingering  no  longer  on  her  memories.  Her 
memories  were  a thing  of  the  past,  as  were  the  yellowed  photos  she  kept  in  dust-covered  albums  on  a ne- 
glected corner  shelf.  A thing  of  the  past:  she  kept  it  there. 

Outside  her  room,  the  sun  was  rising.  But  she  would  not  lilt  the  blinds:  it  was  no  longer  for  her  to 
see.  So  she  told  herself,  and  so  she  would  go,  without  an  echo. 
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Not  far  away,  a young  man  whistles  and  lifts  his  face  up  to  the  sun  as  he  steps  from  his  drug  rehab  center. 
A father  smiles  and  weeps  as  his  frstboru  stands  by  the  college  gates  and  waves  goodbye. 
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eople  say  that  video  games  turn  children  into  cold-blooded  killers.  We  all  know  that  a little  128  bit 
simulated  blood  never  hurt  anyone...  Well,  most  of  us  anyway.  But  what  about  bed  time  stories? 


Before  they  ever  set  eyes  on  a pixelated  screen,  horrific  tales  of  murder,  homicide,  cannibalism,  and  violent 
domestic  abuse  are  told  to  the  impressionable  youth  (that’s  us).  Naturally,  I am  speaking  of  fairy  tales.  Jeez... 
what  else?  Where  else  would  you  hear  about  two  little  kids  being  cooked  alive  in  a stoneware  oven  and  then 
eaten  by  an  old  crone?  Only  in  the  terrible  depths  of  a malevolent  childhood  fable  does  a little  girl  watch 
her  little  boyfriend  fall  down  a hill  and  break  his  skull  open.  Definitely  child-appropriate.  What  about 
Cinderella?  Beaten,  abused,  and  used  by  her  sisters,  and  what’s  her  “happy  ending?”  A life  of  servitude  to  a 
snot-nosed  prat  of  a prince.  Evil  YET  AGAIN  pays  off.  And  what  of  Rumplestiltskin?  Some  creepy  old  man 
wants  to  have  your  kid  if  you  can’t  do  something  impossible?  Rumplestiltskin  should’ve  joined  the  priesthood. 
Millicent’s  poisoned  apple?  Assassins  around  the  globe  would  be  proud.  To  get  to  Sleeping  “Beauty,”  the 
Prince”  has  to  slay  a dragon.  I can  see  an  animal  rights  lawyer  just  drooling  to  get  his  hands  on  that  case. 

Not  to  mention  that  one  of  the  first  signs  of  insanity  is  cruelty  to  animals,  but  hey!  If  that’ll  get  a “Prince”  a 
“Beauty,”  why  not? 


Maybe  it’s  no  surprise  that  we  re  all  so  violent.  And  if  you  don’t  believe  me  I’ll  come  after  your  first  born  with 
a bottle  of  ketchup,  a pair  of  safety  scissors,  and  some  duct  tape. 

Then  we’ll  see  who’s  violent. 


~ ‘Abigail  ‘Brown,  ‘Tl'l 
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His  life  was  a concerto 

With  three  distinct  movements 

The  allegro,  the  dolce,  and  the  andante 

He  was  a happy  man 

With  a lot  of  music  to  play 

And  a sweet  man 

With  many  stories  to  tell 

And  a dying  man 

Wondering  where  his  life  was 

His  stories  spun,  his  instrument  dun 

There  was  just 

One  note  left 

One  note, 

One  breath. 

And  the  Final  Rest,  ^ 

Death 


‘Alina  Voronov,  ‘]‘J 
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- For  Morn , who  likes  nil  sides  of  a story 
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She  takes  the  bus  to  school 

Steps  oH  alreadv  chatting  and  surrounded  by  friends 
Well,  “friends,  anyway, 

It  s not  like  they  ever  talk  other  than  at  school 
1 ler  clothing,  as  always,  is  perfect 

And  matches  exactly  her  long  black  hair  and  softly  tanned  complexion 
Which  in  turn  matches  the  other  girls  in  all  regards 
In  her  bag  are  only  the  essentials: 

A brush,  lip  gloss,  some  breath  mints,  and  a few  magazines 
No  lunch,  of  course,  she  left  that  at  home 
How  unfashionable  to  appear  in  the  least  bit  hungry! 

With  confidence  and  a conspiratorial  giggle 
She  enters  the  school,  surrounded  by  her  fold 

He  walked  to  school  from  the  other  side  of  town 
Eyes  slightly  out  of  focus,  headphones  blaring  in  his  ears 
Hie  slap  of  his  shoes  against  hard  concrete  beating  out  tl 
For  the  world  to  hear,  if  the  world  would  only  listen 
Knows  what  he’s  wearing  is  clean,  and  that  his  bag  has 
All  the  assignments  from  the  night  before  crammed  in 
Not  neat  but  done  well 
He  slips  in  the  school’s  back  door 

She  sits  in  the  front  of  every  class 
He  sits  in  the  back 
They  both  always  know  the  answers 
Only  it’s  always  her  hand  that  goes  up 
Never  his 

Her  voice  is  loud  and  clear 
His  voice  a bare  whispered  muttering 
She  owns  the  school 
He  rejected  it 


At  lunch  she  leaves  her  table  of  “friends’’  to  seek  him  out 

He  is,  as  usual,  sitting  alone 

As  she  slides  into  the  seat  beside  him 

He  smiles  for  the  first  time  all  day 

For  a few  minutes  they  chat,  catching  up 

Even  though  they  saw  each  other  yesterday 

A lot  can  happen  in  a few  hours 

But  they  can  only  talk  for  a few  minutes 

And  can  only  hold  hands  under  the  table 
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Because  almost  as  soon  as  she  sits  down  and  he  smiles 
Her  friends  are  calling  her  back, 
Half-ashamed  that  she  was  seen  sitting  with  him  again 
All  whispering  quietly  when  she  insisted 
On  sohly  kissing  his  blushing  cheek  before  moving 
Slowly  back  to  the  table  where  they  all  sat 
They  always  ask  her  what  she  sees  in  him 
Why  she  likes  him 
He  often  asks  himself  the  same  questions 
But  secretly,  they  both  know  the  answer 
They  just  like  each  other 


After  school  she  emerges  from  the  bathroom 
With  her  “friends'"  of  course,  chatting  and  giggling 
About  what  so-and-so  was  wearing  and  how 
That  guy  had  been  rejected  by  that  girl; 

Like,  what  had  he  expected? 
Air-kisses  all  around  as  they  head  off  to 
The  mall,  the  cafe,  the  movies  with  their 
So-called  ‘respectable’  boyfriends 
Finally  she  is  alone 
He’s  at  his  locker  when  she  comes  over 
Shoving  in  the  last  few  books  and  pulling  out 
His  CD  player,  which  he  carefully  places 
In  his  bag,  headphones  plugged  in  and  already 
Hanging  around  his  neck 
That’s  how  she  finds  him,  slamming  the  locker 
Closed  at  last  as  she  leans  against  the  one  next  to  his 
Making  him  smile  again  with  the  way  she  says  his  name 
No  nicknames,  she  doesn’t  need  one  for  him 


Nicknames  are  part  of  her  life  with  her  “friends 

Not  with  him 
With  him,  everything  is  different 
She’s  quieter,  her  smiles  arc  more  genuine,  her  eyes  really  sparkle 
His  do  too,  and  he  speaks  more  than  when  in  class 
They  bring  out  things  in  each  other  that 
Otherwise  are  glossed  over  by  the  dos  and  don’ts 
Of  a stressing  high  school  social  career 
As  they  walk  toward  the  door,  chatting  in  undertones, 
They  don’t  care  who  sees  when  his  hand  catches  hers 

And  their  fingers  interlace 
Because  this  is  their  time  together,  and  they  intend  to  use  it 

How  they  please 
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At  the  bus  stop  he  waits  with  her  for  her  bus  to  come, 
both  still  speaking  softly,  meaningless  conversations  at  this  point 
Her  arms  wrapped  around  his  neck,  his  around  her  waist 
As  she  leans  against  him  for  support 
Both  enjoying  the  intermingling  of  their 
Breath  and  hair  and  the  brush  of  their  skin  against  each  other 
Every  now  and  then  when  they  laugh  or  shake  their  heads 
As  the  bus  pulls  up,  they  say  a quick  good-bye, 

Brushing  their  lips  against  each  other,  making  him  blush  until 
She  climbs  onto  the  bus  and  they  wave  at  each  other  smiling 
Ihen  as  the  bus  moves  away  he  walks  off  again. 

Listening  to  the  throbbing  music  pounding  his  eardrums,  not 
Really  hearing  it  because  he  can  still  feel  her  warmth  against 
Him  as  he  heads  down  the  street 

She  has  to  walk  a block  from  the  bus  stop  to  her  house 
Past  the  antique  store  and  her  uncle’s  little  pizza  parlor 
Finally  she  gets  to  the  crumbling  old  building  she  calls 
Home,  pushing  the  door  open  because  the  lock  is  broken 
And  has  been  for  weeks 

Slipping  off  her  shoes,  she  heads  up  the  stairs  and  throws 
Her  bag  on  her  bed,  changing  quickly  and  pulling  up  her  hair 
Before  heading  downstairs  once  again  to  check  on  her  sleeping 
Baby  brother,  then  her  grandmother  who  is  crying  again 
For  the  ‘Old  Country’  and  her  husband,  dead  many  long  years 
But  still  fresh  in  the  old  woman’s  memory,  and  as  she  sobs  the 
Girl  sits  at  her  feet  and  sorts  through  the  pillbox  for 
Wednesday’s  medication 

He  walks  the  entire  way  home,  back  across  town,  past 
The  huge  looming  mansions  and  estates  that  are  simply  a 
Part  of  the  world  he  lives  in  between  sleep  and  school 
A block  away  he  stops  to  tie  his  shoes,  running  some  fingers  through 
His  hair  in  an  attempt  to  smooth  it  out  and  make  himself 
Somewhat  presentable,  wiping  some  dirt  off  his  face  with  the  aid 
Of  a side-view  mirror  of  the  neighbor’s  Benz 
Straightening  his  shirt,  he  at  last  turns  off  the  CD  player  and  shoves  it 
Deep  into  his  bag;  his  mother  doesn’t  want  him  listening  to  ‘that  trash’ 

Or  even  hanging  out  with  'that  girl’  anymore,  because  he  should  be 
Focusing  on  his  studies,  not  girls,  there  will  be  plenty  of  time  for  women 
Once  he’s  gotten  into  Harvard  or  Princeton  or  St.  Andrew’s  or  Oxford 
Sighing  once,  he  heads  up  the  long  drive  to  one  of  the  grand  houses, 
Nodding  to  the  butler  who  holds  the  door  open  for  him  and  can’t  speak  English 

~ ‘Alden  ‘Dflanni-'Morton, 
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In  this  oddly  forsaken  land: 

In  the  mornings  the  sun  does  not  rise 
And  never  sets  late  at  night. 


Ihe  trains  refuse  to  move  any  faster; 

Hie  people  take  dips  in  boiling  lakes. 

Ihe  postman  does  not  believe  in  next-day  service, 
And  we  all  work  lively  for  four  odd  days. 
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I’m  traveling  among  the  mountains 
Next  to  a mother  knitting  balaclavas; 
She  tells  me  they’re  for  her  sons  in  war: 
“If  not  bullets  should  they  protect, 
then  the  morning  frost  instead.’’ 


Her  features  are  battered, 

Her  hands  knobby  and  worn, 
Her  eyes  have  seen  kinder  days, 
Yet  she  is  still  knitting, 

And  she  is  still  living. 

There’s  a hamlet  hidden  in  the  dale 
Where  I’m  heading. 

Where  my  forefathers  lived, 

Where  you,  O bountiful  youth,  are  buried. 


I’m  here  to  lay  flowers  on  your  grave 
And  to  tell  you  of  the  mother  I met, 
Why  she’s  still  alive,  and  you,  are  dead, 
How  she  is  providing  for  her  legacy 
While  you  feed  the  rot  under  my  tread. 

In  the  midst  of  my  angry  words  you’ll  see 
An  errant  tear  fall  from  my  cheek, 

It’ll  moisten  the  ground  beneath  my  feet, 

But  never  that  heart  of  yours,  frozen 
In  shameful,  willful,  decay. 


~ Yi  Liu,  ‘]‘l 
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I he  sun  no  more  shone  on  the  mountaintop 
As  Helios  made  his  way  to  the  west  - 
The  shadows  scattered  across  the  ground 
As  the  star  of  morn  beyond  one’s  far  sight 
Sank.  One  last  final  ray  did  cast  itself 
Across  the  granite  stone,  below  the  tree 
Where  had  been  laid  the  foundation  of  the 
Red  City.  On  the  stone  sat  Berenger. 

'Twas  only  in  the  silence  of  the  night 

That  tasks  of  darkness  such  could  e’er  be  done. 

Beside  him  sat,  on  the  grey  rock,  a girl, 

His  wife,  and  she  look’d  to  him  with  the  pain 
Of  one  whose  child  has  been  away  swept  by 
A Hood  that  covers  all  writ  in  her  eyes. 

She  turn’d  to  him.  “Must  you  true  do  this  thing?” 
She  ask’d.  “Is  his  offense  enough  to  call 
For  this  his  execution  that  you  will 
Now  carry  out?  What  is  it  he  has  done?’’ 

She  laid  her  hand  upon  his  shoulder  then, 

In  vain  hope  that  he  should  not  do  this  thing. 

With  his  face  angled  to  the  new-born 
West  darkness  and  the  dying  sun,  he  in 
Response  repli’d,  “So,  guilty  I must  be 
Of  fratricide.  Not  from  me  will  receive 
He  absolution  for  his  sins.  Today, 

1 am  indeed  my  brother’s  keeper.  What 
Has  he  done?  But  do  you  not  understand? 

His  cowardice  allow’d  the  enemy 
To  slaughter  my  men  like  a butcher’s  pig. 

The  crime  is  his  own,  and  he  so  will  die.” 

“But  surely,”  protested  she,  “you  need  not 
Yourself  wield  the  black  iron  knife.  You  are 


n and  Berenger 


A great  man.  Someone  other  - Philip,  or 
John,  or  e’en  Robert,  He  of  Yellow  Eyes.” 

Her  golden  hair  blew  in  dark  wind  as  she 
Did  entreat  him,  but  he  to  her  did  say, 

“Do  not  attempt  to  move  me.  He  would  not 
Ride  the  line,  fearing  for  his  own  lost  life. 

And  now  so  many  more  lie  slain  for  it. 

H is  better  for  one  to  die,  than  for  all. 

She  did  not  try  to  intercede,  and  so 
Did  Berenger  yet  continue  as  such: 

“You  say  that  I could  have  another  to 
Forever  stop  his  mouth.  And  so  I could. 

But  blood  is  thicker  than  the  water,  and 
' l is  I he  has  offended;  ‘tis  I who 
Am  brother  to  him.  ‘Tis  I that  tried  him, 

1 that  judged  him,  I that  did  choose 
The  sentence;  and  now  ‘tis  I he  that  must 
Bear  the  sad,  somber  burden  of  his  death." 

By  now  the  sun  was  full  gone,  and  the  night 
Had  conquer’d  the  day,  the  moon  in  its  blue 
Bright  glory  risen  o’er  the  shatter'd  land. 

Then  Sophie  buried  her  tear- wetted  eyes 
Among  the  silk-clad  ripples  of  his  arm, 

Still  weeping  for  his  task,  and  for  the  beast 
In  man  and  men  that  called  for  end  to  life; 

But  now  no  longer  is  he  there,  for  he 
Slips  into  the  night.  ‘Tis  like  all  good  turns: 

Here  too,  one  death  another  does  deserve. 

He  walk’ci  away  from  there,  intent  upon 
“That  task  from  which  none  ever  could  be  cleans'd. 
In  hand  sinister  he  held  his  black-made 
Knife;  in  the  right,  he  grasped  crucifix. 
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“Forgive  us  these  our  trespasses,  O Lord,' 

As  blood  ran  from  his  sweating  palm  to  ground. 
By  iron  cross  torn  from  his  tighten’d  hst, 

Pray’d  he  then  for  immortal  and  his  own 
Eternal  soul,  Fhe  time  to  flee  had  pass’d; 

Now  only  death  could  free  him  from  his  task. 


“What,  brother,  is  this?”  he  ask’d  Berenger. 

“I  know  that  I have  anger’d  you,  but  this... 

Sir,  surely  I do  not  deserve  this  death! 

Is  not  blood  thicker  than  the  water?  And 
We  are  connected  by  blood.  Berenger! 

Are  we  not  brothers?  The  same  womb  bore  us.” 


His  brother  would  live  not  in  splendor  now, 
Though  his  tastes  had  called  for  a gilded  tent, 
Apart  set  from  the  others  on  the  green, 

Although  he  was  no  general.  Berenger 
This  did  approach.  From  there  within  he  heard 
His  brother’s  laughing,  and  another’s;  then 
He  entered,  face  like  the  edge  of  blade. 

Within  and  there  set,  Nathan  lay,  quick,  coil’d, 
Cross  his  cot,  and  beside  him  was  a girl: 

A cheap  whore,  golden-hair’d  and  fair  - no  more. 

‘Twas  whore  beheld  him  first,  and  she  did  scream; 
Then  as  she  fled,  still  clutching  at  her  coins: 

But  then  did  Nathan  turn  his  crimson  eyes 
To  Berenger  and  th’approaching  black  knife. 


But  Berenger  did  not  heed  him;  he  threw 
Down  Nathan  onto  the  green  grass  without. 

“You  have  betray’d  me,  and  ignored  my  just 
Commands.  You  spend  your  time  at  whoring,  and 
At  dice.  Because  of  you,  my  men  are  dead. 

No,  Nathan,  you  are  brother  not  of  mine.” 

He  hardly  could  see  for  the  water  in 
his  grey-blue  eyes,  but  still  the  knife  came  down, 
Through  flesh  and  through  blood  and  through 
mother’s  womb, 

All  whilst  the  specter  of  grey  justice  wept. 

He  left  his  brother  there,  lain  on  the  lawn, 
Awaiting  the  red  coming  of  the  dawn. 


~ James  Barned- Smith,  T1 
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I Study  oj  How  to  (let  Inside  Son/eorie’s  Head,  hi  Two  Tarts 

PART  ONE 


No  one  bur  rhe  most  bitter  young  person  would  seek  to  intentionally  break  someone’s  heart.  There- 
fore, il  you  are  not  feeling  disillusioned,  misanthropic,  or  hateful,  this  article  is  of  no  use  to  you  and  1 ad- 
vise that  you  turn  back  immediately  and  in  search  of  something  happier,  like  a children’s  television  show.  I 
recommend  Dragon  bales,  which  chronicles  the  adventures  of  a young  boy  and  girl  who  have  the  power  to 
transport  themselves  to  an  alternate  universe  inhabited  by  colorful  reptiles  and  psychedelic  flowers.  If,  how- 
ever, you  are  a terribly  mean  young  man  and  do  indeed  wish  to  break  some  young  woman’s  heart,  you  have 
come  to  the  right  place.  If  you  are  a female,  feel  free  to  skim  to  the  bottom  of  this  piece. 


STEP  ONE:  OBSERVATION 
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Experts  agree  that  the  first  step  towards  breaking  a girl’s  heart  is  to  become  intimately  acquainted 
with  her  world  from  afar  — that  is  to  say,  one  must  study  her  schedule,  habits,  and  friends  without  venturing 
to  speak  to  her.  This  phase  of  heartbreaking,  generally  known  as  the  ‘stalker  phase,’  is  when  you  will  both 
select  the  girl  whose  heart  you  intend  to  break  (hereafter,  the  target)  and  study  her  to  the  point  where  you 
would  be  more  comfortable  with  her  daily  routine  than  with  your  own. 

Some  important  aspects  of  this  stage  are  information  organization  and  target  selection,  you  will  need 
to  organize  everything  you  learn  about  your  target  into  a color-coded  binder,  providing  the  necessary  deter- 
rents in  the  binder  itself  so  that  it  will  not  fall  into  the  wrong  hands.  Several  sheets  of  baseball-player  statis- 
tics in  the  front  of  the  binder  will  do,  as  no  self-respecting  girl  would  read  past  these. 

Target  selection  is  as  important  as  information  organization.  If  you  are  hideous,  do  not  select  that 
cutie  in  English  class,  because  she  will  not  fall  for  you  and  you  will  have  wasted  all  the  time  you  spent  on  ob- 
servation. Plus,  you  will  need  to  resign  yourself  to  the  fact  that  you  are  indeed  a bona  fide  stalker.  The  most 
important  advice  I can  give  you  during  the  target  selection  is  to  punch  your  weight  - after  all,  you  don’t 
want  a real  relationship,  you  re  only  looking  to  break  hearts. 


STEP  TWO:  INVASION 


During  this  phase,  you  will  need  to  make  sure  that  the  target  falls  head  over  heels  in  love  with  you, 
and  then  prepare  to  systematically  destroy  her.  There  are  several  ways  to  go  about  wooing  the  target.  The  first 
that  I will  discuss  is  smooth-talking. 

Smooth-talking  is  difficult.  If  you  are  not  confident,  eloquent,  and  funny,  you  will  have  difficulty 
with  this  technique  and  will  probably  have  to  refer  to  the  ‘hot  guy’  or  hard-to-get  techniques.  Tine  upside  to 
smooth-talking  is  that  it  can  often  be  executed  successfully  with  a bare  minimum  of  physical  attractiveness. 

If  you  make  the  target  laugh,  talk  to  her  on  the  phone  every  night,  and  are  there  for  her  when  she  is  down, 
with  carefully  chosen  words  of  advice  that  are  neither  offensive  nor  generic,  she  will  fall  for  you. 
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This  is  probably  the  fastest  technique,  so  il  you  are  a good  talker  working  with  a tight  schedule  who  can  only 
afford  to  heartbreak  in  his  spare  time,  then  smooth-talking  is  lor  you. 

The  next  technique  is  the  hot-guy  method.  The  hot  guy  method  requires  a certain  amount  ol  prelimi- 
nary work.  You  will  need  to  obtain  a gym  membership,  so  that  you  can  become  ‘cut,’  ‘ripped,’  and  ‘jacked,’ 
because  all  girls  love  muscles.  However,  be  careful  not  to  overdo  it.  To  make  sure  this  technique  works,  you 
will  need  to  break  out  the  color-coded  binder  you  compiled  in  the  Observation  phase.  What  are  your  target’s 
turn-ons?  Turn-offs?  Use  your  knowledge,  and  tailor  yourself  into  her  dream  man.  You  will  probably  need  to 
contact  a Personal  Stylist  and  maybe  even  a Plastic  Surgeon,  so  this  technique  can  get  expensive.  However,  it 
has  its  upsides:  not  only  will  you  woo  the  target,  but  after  you  have  successfully  broken  her  heart,  you  are  still 
hot,  which  will  help  you  continue  your  conquest  of  the  female  race. 

Playing  hard-to-get  doesn't  work,  so  don't  try  it.  Trust  me. 

STEP  THREE:  ELIMINATION 

You  have  labored  for  weeks,  possibly  months,  and  now  it  is  time  for  the  big  payoff.  Your  moment  of 
needlessly  ruining  some  poor  girl’s  lie,  probably  sending  her  into  a downward  spiral  of  depression,  self-mutila- 
tion, and  substance  abuse  is  here.  At  this  precise  moment  in  time,  however,  there  is  something  to  consider. 
During  your  journey,  it  is  entirely  possible  that  you  may  have  developed  actual  feelings  for  the  target.  If  it  has 
been  long  enough,  you  may  even  be  in  love.  What  started  as  a campaign  of  emotional  destruction  has  turned 
into  Dragon  Tales,  and  you  will  have  to  live  with  the  consequences:  you  are  a wuss. 

For  those  of  you  who  don’t  succumb  to  ‘love’  and  other  such  nonsense,  you  will  need  to  be  careful 
about  the  manner  in  which  you  end  the  relationship  so  that  it  causes  a maximum  of  emotional  pain  to  the 
target.  It  must  be  sudden,  it  must  be  inexplicable,  and  it  must  make  them  question  their  very  existence.  A 
good  tactic  is  to  accuse  her  of  cheating  on  you,  and  then  tell  her  you  never  really  liked  her  in  the  first  place.  If 
you  have  ensured  that  she  has  become  properly  attached  to  you,  this  method  will  not  only  break  her  heart,  it 
will  shatter  it.  Hopefully,  she  will  hate  you  forever. 

Good  luck! 

PART  TWO 

If  you  have  any  hope  of  ever  breaking  a boy’s  heart,  you  are  sorely  mistaken.  We  spend  all  our  time 
writing  process  analysis  pieces  on  how  to  break  hearts,  which  leaves  no  time  for  emotional  development  of 
any  kind.  Sorry. 


DISCLAIMER:  This  essay  does  not  reflect  the  writer’s  actual  views  or  values  in  any  way  whatsoever.  He  is  not  a 
mean,  cold-hearted  person.  He  is  actually  kind  of  friendly,  once  you  get  to  know  him.  He  wonders  how  anyone  could 
possibly  think  otherwise.  He  also  wonders  why  he  is  writing  about  himself  in  the  third  person,  and  he  extends  his 
dearest  apologies  to  any  parties  that  his  essay  has  offended—  namely,  females. 
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I he  seaweed  Boats  throughout  the  dark  blue  deep 


As  froth  and  foam  swirl  Huffy  white  and  pure 
The  ocean  deepens;  strange  fish  and  crabs  creep 
While  up  above,  the  gulls  fly  to  the  shore. 
The  waters  form  the  earth  on  which  we  live 
The  waves,  they  sculpt  and  shape  the  supple  sand 
The  ocean,  which  served  as  life’s  infant  crib 
Gave  rise  to  our  new  bed,  a fertile  land. 

We  mortals  may  profess  a knowledge  keen 
Of  nature  and  her  wonders  high  and  low 
Yet  with  one  strike  the  sea  once  swept  us  clean 
The  Bible  told  us,  many  moons  ago. 

If  we  respect  the  waters  deep  and  vast 
The  storms  will  calm,  the  waves  will  let  us  pass. 


~ Alec  ‘Man re,  ‘1‘Tl 
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Qo  tutor  t Fo0(y 


My  great-grandmother  stood  in  the  kitchen 

Of  a house  that  wasn’t  hers 

In  a country  that  wasn't  hers 

Dark  quiet  eyes  surveying  the  battlefield 

Her  soldiers  were  lined  up  along  the  shelf 

The  names  of  which  to  this  day  confuse  my  mind 

And  then  stumbled  awkwardly  off  my  thick  five -year-old  tongue 

She  smiled  at  me,  lace  instantly  creased 

With  a thousand  thin  wrinkles 

Making  me  giggle,  childish  mind  dancing  with  her  dizzying  age 

She  began  to  speak,  words  in  a language  I didn’t  know 

Or  thought  I didn’t  know 

Until  I recognized  the  phrase  ‘Bring  me  that’ 


English  after  all,  or  perhaps  the  strange  mumbling  language 
That  only  my  great-grandmother  spoke 
Bits  of  phrases  floating  over  to  me  indistinctly 
As  I toddled  on  unsteady  legs  to  bring  her 
The  can  of  tomatoes  she  beckoned  for 
‘Just  tomatoes,’  she’d  say,  glaring  at  my  grandfather, 

Her  oldest  son,  who  dared  to  suggest  that 
Perhaps  she  used  the  bay  leaves  on  the  counter  in  her  sauce 
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~ A Caen  ‘Dianni-'Morton, 


‘Just  tomatoes’ 
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Indent  Question, 


Answered 


So  if  a tree  falls  and  no  one’s  there  to  hear  it 

Does  it  make  a sound? 
You  weren’t  there  when  it  fell  to  catch  it 
Why  do  you  care  now? 
You  weren’t  there  when  it  was  slowly  dying  in  the  first  place 

Why  do  you  care  now? 
So  again,  if  a tree  falls  and  no  one’s  there  to  hear  it 

Does  it  make  a sound? 

You  magically  appear  after  it  falls  and  wonder,  how  did  this  happen? 

Well  you’re  too  late 
She,  I mean  the  tree,  is  now  a fallen  angel 

So  you’re  too  late 

That  tree  fell,  and  it’s  a damn  shame  that  no  one  was  there  to  hear  it 

And  yes  it  does  make  a sound 
The  thump  of  the  tree  that  hits  the  ground 
Makes  the  same  exact  sound 
As  her  casket  being  dropped  to  the  ground 
The  scattered  leaves  of  the  tree 
And  the  tears  of  the  girl  are  left  unfound 
Breaking  News-  A tree  fell,  1,000  years  old  and  weighed  a million  pounds 
In  Other  News-  A girl  committed  suicide,  16  years  old  and  her  heart  will  no  longer  pound 

So  if  that  girl  cries,  and  no  one’s  there  to  hear  her 

Does  she  make  a sound? 
She’s  dead  now,  moment  of  silence 
Yeah,  now  no  one  makes  a sound 
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~ Sfiaina  CjifBert, ']'] 
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“Look  to  your  left,  look  to  your  right 


1 □ O O Back  in  the  days,  ric  toe,  tic  toe,  how  time  Hies 
From  the  Sixie  SOcial  to  Mr  Hannigan’s  domineering  cowbell  at  the  Annex 
“Slavery  is  ova!”  “All  pens  down!” 

The  2:05  dismissal  bell,  The  rush  to  the  cafeteria  with  large  sixie  backpacks 
Connections  in  fivesie  year,  claustr  Ophobia  LtolC  i&iyMO1 
Quality  time  in  the  basement,  the  New  art  wing,  cafeteria,  and  library 

Fresh^^  c^^dHt^'irJfLights  of  stairs  to  the  third  Hoor  everyday 
9/1 1 forever  chAnged  us 
’’AimosT  on  time” 

Ninety  Bsles  joining  our  ever  huge  class 
Sophomores  forced  to  have  more  all  Nigh ters,  the  PS^ 


More  honors  classes,  although  Some  talcetheir leisure  time  for  frisbee 

“Questions,  Comments,  observations  and  lamentations” 
“AlrigHty  crew,  let’s  go” 

End  the  year  with  the  bash  of  the  SOph  omore  Semi 

The  Dreaded  Year  cOmes,  Junior  Year,  time  to  get  really  serious 
lajop  stfws.  cups  of  coffee,  Lack  of  Sleep,  commitments 


SATs,  APs,  GPAs,  College  process.  National  Honor  Society 
“Number  7:  Don’t  Procrastinate.”  “I  iL  be  back,  alright,  guys?” 

Junior  Prom,  mAgnified  by  booze 
Then  came  the  awaited  year:  Senior  Year,  too  soon  for  some 
Ready  to  depart  for  college,  after  more  SATs  and  APs  and  GPAs 


“They  all  came  but  Only  some  came  running” 

The  major  epidemic  oF  Senior  Slackoritis  broke  out 


rinsfo05  “Take  with  your  left,  shake  with  your  right.” 
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^^/^ings  nearly  tucked  against  both  sides,  sky  is  clear,  sun  is  shining,  wind  is  blowing 
neither  too  softly  nor  too  hard. . . 


£ a u n c h. 


Diving,  diving,  air  loudly  whistling  past,  here  come  the  trees,  have  to  time  this  just  right... 

'£/ o h: 


Wings  snap  out,  level  off,  just  barely  skim  the  tree  tops,  ignore  that  brief  twinge  in  the  wing  muscles, 
that’ll  fade  in  a little  bit... 

‘K  l S €. 

Find  an  updraft,  take  it  and  use  it  to  steadily  climb,  stretch  those  wings,  there’s  a thermal  ahead, 
now  use  that  to  stabilize  and  begin  gliding... 

S o c i r. 
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This  is  true  joy!  This  is  the  way  to  live!  Burst  through  a cloudbank  into  bright  sunshine,  listen  to  laughing 
wind,  taste  the  crisp  air,  watch  as  others  of  the  People  join  the  growing  throng  that  will  soon  blacken  the 
heavens. . . 


To  r cj  e t. 


No  worries  now,  the  bonds  of  earth  are  gone,  the  children  are  fledged  and  grown,  there’s  nothing 
but  the  pristine  future  before  you... 

Tfi/. 


~ ‘ Aurora  ‘Baker,  QV 
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